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men are thugs who actually run into the ladies' toilets
and pull the girls out when they think they've stayed
too long. The men garment-workers in this factory con-
tinually get, ' You son of a bitch, you wop, you dirty
dago/ whispered more often than shouted, and the
worker has to take it or lose his job, and there aren't
enough jobs yet to go around. With the girls they have
other methods, which we won't go into. They have to
take it or quit, and there aren't enough jobs yet. I've
given you that picture just because it's the worst, and
I've told you it's rare. Most big business men care
mostly about money, and realize that contented
workers do better work than abused, unhappy ones."

She told me that home conditions had improved, too.
She had relatives who were still garment-workers, and
if I went with her to their apartments, she said, I'd find
the same comfort, cheerfulness, and modest con-
veniences that you'd find in any other American flat
or house where the wage-earner is making a hundred
to two hundred dollars a month.

I said when we parted, " Then, why is your Antonini
still so rampageous? The newspapers called Roosevelt
a Communist sympathizer because he had anything to
do with Antonini at all."

"Good Lord," said Margherita, "Luigi is prole-
tarian, he is for labour, but he's no more Bolshevik than
you or I. The truth is that Local 89 is Antonini's baby,
it's his pet, and he's sometimes just like an old female
bear protecting its cub."

I went on to Bridgeport, in New England, mulling
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